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Summary: It is the apocalypse and you are trying to survive, your lips and sides of your mouth stitched up. You are rescued by a group, but can you trust them?





	1. Prolouge

The goggles you bore hung loosely on your face, the gas mask pulled up to your nose. You ran fast with your feet crunching the gravel every step you took. Negan's group were chasing you. They followed after you shooting, attempting to kill you. You had to get away. You jumped over a chain link fence and continued to run until you reach a fence wall. You look around to see that you have lost the group. You see a woman on guarding the large wall, she looked nice enough, and you needed help so you bang on the wall to try and get her attention. She looks down at you surprised before vanishing over the edge. The gate starts to open, and you hear "Put your hands up!"


	2. Meeting the Group

You gingerly raise your hands over your head. You stare at the two men who opened the gate. One had black hair, slicked back into a mullet. The other man was Asian? Maybe Korean. They beckoned you closer. Your feet trudged in the gravel as you slowly made your way up to them. The man with the mullet quickly patted you down and took your weapons. He tried to take your gas mask. You pulled away and tried to keep it on. He let go and motioned you to follow him. "My name is Eugene, this here is Glenn." You turned to look at the Korean man, who nodded at you. You nodded back in acknowledgement. "What is your name?" Glenn questioned and paused for your answer. You would not answer him, even if your mouth was not stitched up. His smile faltered and he just kind of stared at the ground. You approached one of the houses. You watched as Eugene knocked on the door. "It's Eugene, we got another one." The man that approached the door held a toddler in his arms. He handed the toddler off to teenage boy, who was missing an eye. "My name is Rick, please come in." He moved aside so you could step in. And you did.


	3. Rick asks the 3 questions

Rick motioned for you to sit on a couch, across from an armchair in which he took a seat. "What is your name?" You reached out for his hand, he withdrew it but then let you have it. You turned his hand palm up. You traced letters in his fingers. "M-y n-a-m-e i-s 1-6." Rick looked at you in confusion. "16? Like the number? Why did you write on my hand?" He bombarded you with questions. You shrugged to every question. You could tell he was getting impatient when he tapped his fingers on the armchair. "Ok, I am going to cut to the chase. How many walkers have you killed, how many people have you killed, and why." He outstretches his hand out to you again so you could communicate. You gently took his hand and traced the letters and numbers to his question. "T-o-o m-a-n-y… 1-6 m-e-n…" You paused after answering the second question and hesitated before writing with shaky hands "a-t-t-e-m-p-t-e-d r-a-p-e." Rick looked at you and his hard eyes softened. He cleared his throat before speaking again. "Would you like to stay here in Alexandria?" You barely lifted your lips in a smile before nodding. Rick stood up and you followed. "I believe proper introductions are in order, follow me." You followed him out the door and to the guard towers, seeing the woman who let you in. You smile before thinking to yourself. "I am going to like it here… also I need more thread…"


End file.
